BARBARIAN STORIES

The girl picked up her needle again and began to
fill in with an olive-green the background to her em-
broidered saint. She did not like to think about bare,
unrelated facts in a world of things just happening
plainly without wisdom or a plan. She tried to show
him life and death as she saw them from her own
shelter, the centre of civilization, revolving as slowly
as the hub of a wheel. One married and had children
and grew old; then gradually this world lost interest
for one, as how should it not, being a limited thing
with colours only just more numerous, not always
brighter, than the colours in her work-basket: never
one quite new and uncomprehended by the imagina-
tion. She would not care to enter a convent now, it
was not given her to be in any way different from the
natural order of life; but as the world dropped away,
so would the convent call her, as it had called her
mother, to a few years of quiet and concentration on
what was beyond, till at last the gate opened almost
of itself, and the spirit passed through, naturally,
gently. And to those fortunate enough to be in close
communion with this fine and tenuous essence that,
by accepting all, had become utterly transparent and
fluid - nothing to catch and jar painfully as it passed
through the threshold - to those it was granted to see
a little way beyond, inwards as it were, to that King-
dom that encloses us and the temporal world as water
in a vessel encloses crystals of salt. As the salt melts
it becomes released into the water. Yet is every
crystal marvellously preserved, as he shall see who
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